Laster, lie was an Austrian subject, and after thefcst
World War a prisoner in Russia. I Ie speaks five languages

a kind hearted num whom Wanda considered one of
her friends, and who used to provide her during the most
difficult times with delicacies almost impossible to obtain.
She would park them up the very same night, and send
them to her dear ones in Budapest, Vienna, and London.
("If it weren't for Herman, my sisters' children would
go hungry,"}

Now we will go over to the orher side of the narrow
Fifty-eighth St reef, to the corner of Sixth Avenue, and we
will walk buck from Sixth Avenue toward Fifth, from
west to east* (When we were walking together in that
direction, she usetl to point east and say, "Yonder is the
sidewalk cafe of the Welcome 1 forel... in France.,, in
Villefranche , . . close by the mole where the warships
anchor, .. ami the quiet railway station at Beaulieu-sur-
AltT.,. and even further, the Pin/'/a San Marco in Venice
,,. with the thousands of little iron rabies,.. and if I close
my eyes I can even see the four bronze hones over the
portal of Sr, Mark's Church ../')

The first building on this side is the Park Chambers
Hotel, Here is her florist; from whose shop she sent so
many llowers to our women friends, often putting not
her own name bur mine on the card, I lere she used to
buy a tiny bouquet every day, ("For the gallery of my
dear ones/1) The gallery consisted of some snapshots
in little frames, put up wherever she lived so that she could
sec them from lied as she fell asleep or awoke, ("I give
them rhe lirsr and rite last look of the day/') The pictures
were of her murdered brother Michael, her two sisters,i* up M,jiitlittftlt for thepiece of furniture, or
